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Summary: You've moved to a new neighborhood: Beach City, and 
everything works in the most different yet normal ways as possible. 
New faces, new people, new... her. Life has changed, surprisingly, 
but not entirely horribly. Nothing is. (Human AU ! ) (Ratings might go 
up for random reasons) ( (Character identifies as female) ) 


1 . Calm Before the Storm 
**Chapter 1:** Calm Before the Storm 

It always feel like time doesn't exist when you're inside your car, a 
small, efficient Volkswagen or Suzy, as you call it. But this time, 
that long sense of eternity clearly wasn't meant to be in a good way. 
You could obviously see the dark, grey clouds outside covering the 
sky beyond your new home: Beach City. 

"_The tornado is expected to be heading to the long coastline in the 
region between Charm City, Ocean Town and Beach City. Travelling at 
80 mph, if you live in the outskirt of Delmarva, watch out . 

The radio blabbered with breaking news over your favorite station, 
which used to play soothing jazz to make long road trips more 
comfortable, and now? 

Boy did it help calming your bundle of nerves. All of this screamed 
bad luck, especially when the half-torn sign came to 
view . 

"_**Welcome to Beach City"**_ 

Above the surprisingly goofy font, there was a smiling sun, but it 
would have been more pleasant if half of its face hasn't been 
scratched off, revealing dubiously horrifying frames that held it up 
inside. Nervously, you drove past the threshold and looked around for 



guidance. As expected, nobody seemed to be in the mood for a walk 
outside on this kind of day, that is, until you saw three teens 
strolling down the sidewalk. You stopped by, pulled the side window 
down and asked them: 

"Hey, do you know where 68 Beach Access is?" 

The skinny, pale one seemed timid, and stuttered out: 

"W-well, you need to drive past U-stor over there and uma€ 1 turn 
right at the car wash, thena€ 1 uha€l Garnet, do we even have number 
68 ?" 

The tall, dark one butted in and answered: 

"Go straight forward to the beach, the house painted blue beside the 
big cliff." 

You smiled. "Thanks, have a nice day." And continued to drive, but 
not before hearing a new voice, you assume belonged to the short, 
stock one who haven't said a thing: 

"Ohhhh, cat got your tongue, P? Or is it R-" 

"AMETHYST ! " 

Holding back a snicker, you continued your journey, contemplating if 
'have a nice day' in this case would be too ironic. 

A frown etched in your face when you remember your talk with your 
boss this morning. _You don't have what it takes to become a 
designer, not without any social skills_. His words repeated over and 
over in your head, saying the same thing: 

"_Why don't you move to the outskirt, uha€l Nikki? It would help you 
with socializing. I'd recommend Beach City for you."_ 

Your name is not Nikki. And when he meant _' recommend '_, he meant 
_' settle your ass down there what s-her-name or I'll fire you' _kind 
of _' recommend '_. You know what he meant by that. So there you are, 
in front of your new definitely small house with nice blue paint, 
like the teenager has said, with absolutely no emotion whatsoever 
about this whole new idea. Better get ready for the storm. 

_**Enjoy it while you can.**_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>An : Why hello this is the author, apparently a talking 
llama. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for clicking the title 
of this humble story ( (This is an OC-insert story, but you got to be 
the OC, surprise surprise) ) . I will try to keep it as precise as 
possible, but some change will have to be made to fit in the AU. Til' 
the next time we meet again!** 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own Steven Universe, all of the amazing work 
goes to Rebecca Sugar, the creator of the TV show.** 


2. An Unexpected Meeting 



* *Chapter 2 : 


**An unexpected meeting 


As a compensation for the claustrophobic feeling of the exterior, 
inside, the house would be quite lovely and cozya€lif it has any 
furniture inside it. You put your bags down and made a mental note to 
call the moving company to delay the date your furniture 
arrives . 

Great Uncle Frederick is going to have a heart attack in the 
Purgatory if he saw his priceless French Heritage table being smashed 
into debris by the storm. 

So now, you only have your laptop, money, some personal papers and 
your sketchbook with you. But first things first! Going to the 
supermarket to stock up food is a priority. And then you'd have to 
find a safe place to park Suzy, thena€ 1 

You banged your head to a random post in the house. _Why do things 
have to be so complicated?_ 

_**Ding. **_ 

A bell chimed. At your front door, to be specific. Who could be bored 
enough to drag their ass to the beach and ring the only house beside 
the cliff? Not counting the ridiculously huge temple with a deity 
statue, of course. Your mind instantly wandered to the worst 
scenarios. A serial killer, a ghost, a zombie. A clown. _0h god, 
anything but a clown_. So you grabbed your pepper spray and silently 
pray that it was some kids who threw their football into a corner of 
your house, and wants it back. Or it was a ghost who has a 
nose . 

Outside was a small, old lady holding a pizza box. 

Your body visibly relaxed, and you swallowed every single comment 
about ghosts, zombies and horrible creatures, shoved that little 
spray can into the back pocket of your jeans. 

"Hello, I'm sorry ma'am but I think I didn't order any pizza." 

"Oh no, darling! Since you've just moved here, my family, which is 
the owner of the pizzeria downtown thought it might be nice to give 
you something as a 'welcome' note. I hope you like pineapple." She 
cackled . 

Her words struck you to the heart with kindness. Back where you 
previously live, neighbors don't really cared about each other, but 
it might just because you live in an apartment. The only conversation 
you get daily from neighbors are complaints of you using too much hot 
water, so this is a huge leap. May be moving to the suburban area 
wasn't so bad after all. 

"W-wowa€ 1 Thank you so much, I really mean it. You didn't have to, 
thou-" 

"Nonsense! This is what neighbors are for, we help each other in 
tough times." She paused briefly to hand you the pizza box. "I'm 
Nanefua . " 



You flashed her your biggest smile, and accept it. "Dannika, double 
'n', but call me Dani . " Putting the pizza box onto the counter, you 
opened the cabinet to look for spare beverages. 

"Do you want some tea or coffee?" 

Nanefua shook her head. "As much as I want to, Dani, I have to come 
back to the shop to close up. It was nice talking to you, 
goodbye ! " 

You waved in return, before her small frame disappeared in the foggy 
background beyond your sight. But before you can close the door, 
something hard blocked it. Grocery bags. 

_Food for the upcoming storm. Good luck!_ 

N a€"_ 

There are two things going on in your mind right now. 

1: She is a damn sneaky ninja. 

2: You can't even believe they have Colonel Kernel's Classic Creamed 
Corn here. It's _Creamtast ic_. 

Thank god for your new neighbors. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>An : 2 chapters in a row for you kiddos. There you 
go . ** 


* *Disclaimer : I do not own 
goes to Rebecca Sugar, the 


Steven Universe, all of the 
creator of the TV show.** 


amazing work 


End 
f ile . 



